YUNNAN

point of the compass, bearing merchandise to and from the
heart of China and far into the neighbouring countries, over
the cruel mountain barriers, along the tortuous ancient paths,
finally slithering and sliding over the unfriendly pavement.
What was left of the road was taken up by spans of oxen and
their screeching wains, and herds of sheep and goats, so that
the motorist had to proceed at a walking pace and with his
horn out-bellowing the beasts.

There are few modern buildings in the city, and I found
our office in a handsome old Chinese house with a courtyard
in the centre. I stayed at first in the Grand Hotel du Lac.
The lake which gave it its name was not impressive, but the
building was new but in perfect taste, all Chinese in style and
resembling an official's house with big courtyards and bright-
green dragonish roofs. It was here that I got my first impres-
sion of the Yunnanese. There were bells in the rooms but
nobody ever bothered to answer them. The shiny newness
of the exterior was not matched by cleanliness within. In
fact the servants were bone-idle, and the early mornings were
made hideous by the screams and vituperation of an old French
gorgon of a manageress who strove by whips and scorpions to
induce an industry that was simply not there. It was icy cold
at night, and walking across the courtyards in search of a bath-
room was reminiscent of undergraduate days. There were a
few Americans in the hotel, and I was disconcerted to see them
boiling their coffee on a little spirit stove filled with the very
Mao Tai wine of which only two days before I had been drinking
my fill.

There was a variety of foreign goods in the shops, and the
prices were exceedingly high, while the fact that the Yunnan
dollar was worth one-tenth of the Chinese dollar made matters
seem even worse. Some of the shops had Greek, a few French
proprietors, but of course the great majority were Chinese.
One and all they indulged in the French-imported siesta, the
shops closing for the whole afternoon. I never knew such a
place for shopping. If you went to buy before ten, you got
mixed up with the belated cleaning-up process, and the pro-
prietor was liable to be half dressed. From noon to 4 P.M.
everything was closed, and by 5 P.M. it was dusk anyway.
I cannot altogether subscribe to Mr. Coward's notion that
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